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How it all began 


Nikki was waiting for T-Bone in the lobby of their floor at the hotel, and he was just about to take a swig of 


beer when a girl he recognized as their new Wardrobe Assistant, came by and plucked it from his hand. 
"Heyl" he said, making one of his meanest faces, hoping to scare her. 

She laughed at him and handed him a bottle of orange juice and a bagel instead. 

"Its 5 AM, Nikki," she said. 

"So?l" he countered. 


He had been out drinking til 4 and had only come back to the hotel to change clothes and leave again. His 
stomach probably didn't even realize it was morning. 


"l'm just trying to keep you alive, kiddo. Beer is not exactly one of the four food groups." 


"Beer is the only important food group," he said, trying to get his beer back. 


"Nope! You'll be thanking me later," she said, walking off with it. 

He saw her toss it in the nearest trash can and continue down the hall. 

"God! What is WITH that girl?!" he said, aloud. 

"Girl? Where?" Tommy asked, coming out of his room. 

Nikki pointed her out. 

“That's not a girl," Tommy said, disappointed. 

"What?!" 

"That's a Pug," he chuckled. 

"Tommy, she's not that bad" 

She was on the plain side, but she wasn't an ugly girl. She was about 5'b with light brown hair and glasses. She 


did have rather ugly clothes, though. Her sweaters and skirts were always way too big. She looked as though 
she were drowning in them. 


"Yeah, not ‘that bad! Meaning, still bad," Tommy said 
"What's her name?" 

"Danielle. Why, you like her?" he teased 

"No. She just.gave me breakfast, he said, confused 


"Hm. She must like you. | mean, you can try to nail her, that is, if you can find it under all those clothes," he 
joked. 


"Cmon let's go," Nikki said. 


On the way to the tourbus they discussed Nikki's favorite topic. AnaMaria DiMartino. 


Ever since he'd seen her on the cover of Sports Illustrated when he was I5, he knew that it was love. She was 
the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She had long blond hair and big blue doe eyes. She had at least a 
DD cup - at the very least. But the best of her features were her lips. She had the plumpest, moistest, most 


heavenly lips he had ever seen Every time he looked at her all he could envision was those lips on his dick. 


She was now the top model in the country, and one of the many reasons he'd tried so hard to get famous was 
because his dream was to one day stick it to her hardcore. He knew he was gonna have to be well-respected 
to even get in her league. But with Motley's success he had become the "it" boy of the moment and due to 
his stature and connections, he was well on his way to a date with her. 

Oh he had planned how it would be. He would take her to a huge suite in Paris and he would make love to her 
on the balcony so everybody could hear it and know that he was boning the most beautiful girl in the world. 
Maybe he would videotape it, too. The thought alone made him giddy. 

"So has her agent called you back?" Tommy asked. 

"Yep. She wants to meet me. This Friday." 

"HOLY SHIT! AnaMaria DiMartino agreed to go out with YOU?" 

"Yep. Why is that surprising?" 

Its just that.she's classy." 

"So what? I'm gonna have her classy ass naked on the hood of my car." 


"Please take pictures?" 


"Ill see what | can do," Nikki laughed. 


Damsel in Distress 


Darielle was tiptoeing around the set that morning. She had noticed that her boss, Melinda, the Wardrobe 
Manager, was always in a bad mood whenever big events occurred. That particular day, Motley was doing a 
video shoot and they were also filming a home video they were going to release about the European tour they 


were on so the fans back home in the US. could see what they'd missed. 


She eyed the boys playing around for the home video. Nikki was doing an interview nearby. She could almost 


hear what he was saying.. 
"DANIELLE!" her boss yelled, shrilly. 
"Yes Melinda?" she asked. 


"Where are the fingerless gloves?" she asked, going through the things Danielle had bought the previous day 
for the boys to wear in the video. 


"Wh-what fingerless gloves?" she stammered. 


"Nikki loves fingerless gloves. There are none here," she said, making her eyes quite large. Her lips formed a 


thin angry line. 

"But.but he didn't request any," she said. 

‘It's just to be expected, you dimwit. I'm sure he's expecting us to have them!" 

| sure hope not, considering he didn't order any!" 

"Look, fingerless gloves to Nikki Sixx are a basic staple of the wardrobe. Like..like underwear!" 
"But Nikki doesn't even wear underwear!" 


"That's not the point! This is a major oversight on your part! | took you on as a favor to your sister but | 


never would have, had | known you were an incompetent dumbass!" 

"What did you just call me?!" she asked, outdone. 

"A dumbass! A DUMB ASS! You are making us look bad! We're over budget for this tour as it is, we don't need 
two people in wardrobe we only need one! You are walking a thin line! If you don't get it together | will CAN 


your stupid ass!" 


She had turned 12 shades of red and was mortified. She wanted to crawl under a rock and die. 


Nikki and the entire camera crew must've heard Melinda's tirade, because they stopped filming and Nikki came 


over. 
"What the hell is going on over here?" he asked. 

Darielle stared at her shoes in humiliation. 

"Nothing," Melinda said. "The situation is being handled" 

"What situation?" 

"Thanks to her, you will not have any fingerless gloves to wear today. She didn't buy you any" 

"| didn't order any." 

Danielle felt like laughing in Melinda's face, but held it in. 

"Oh. Good" 

"I saw Bret Michaels in some and that kinda ruined it for me. They're way overdone now." 

‘| see," was all Melinda could say. 

"Look, Melinda, Danielle does a good job. She works really hard to make us all look good, and | for one appreciate 
that. She should be treated with the same respect you would expect from her. If you have a problem with 
her work, you need to be professional about it" 


"Of course, Nikki," she cowered. 


"Good. Because | don't ever want to hear anything like that again. And | don't want to have to stop what l'm 
doing to tell you something you should already know." 


| understand. l'm sorry," she said. "It won't happen again 

He looked at Danielle to see if she was alright and she gave a little nod. With that he walked away. 

Melinda gave her an evil glare and rushed off in a funk. 

Darielle prepared the clothes for the video in silence thinking only of how nice it was of Nikki to even bother to 


stick up for her. She'd worked on many tours before, and the artists usually just acted like the crew was 


beneath them. Or at least some members of the crew. They paid them no attention whatsoever. 


Darielle wondered why he had bothered. Was it because of the bagel thing that morning? She just hated to see 
some of the habits Nikki had, so terribly unhealthy. She knew he was doing the whole bad boy rock and roll 
thing, but she'd decided he needed a little looking after. 


Maybe despite his complaints that morring really he'd appreciated it and maybe, just maybe, he would want to 
be her friend But then she realized that a guy as attractive, talented and wonderful as Nikki Sixx would never 


want to be friends with a boring frump like her. 


The Fitting 


Nikki had a fitting scheduled with Danielle around 10:30. All the boys did at some point that day. It was done 
regularly to make sure their stage clothes still fit. t was annoying and a big waste of time in his opinion, but it 


was just a necessary evil. This would be his first fitting with Darielle. 


When he got to Wardrobe, Tommy was walking out and he had the biggest naughty grin on his face. Danielle's 


face was beet red. 


Tommy barked at him on his way past and bit his arm. He didn't know why he kept insisting that girl was a 
dog! 


"So, | take it that was eventful?" he asked, plopping down in a chair. 
"Oh yes. He demanded to be measured naked. For accuracy, of course." 


Nikki laughed. No wonder she was so flustered. It was just like Tommy to torture her knowing he didn't find her 
the least bit attractive. 


"Can | get you over here?" she asked, gesturing towards the little step she wanted him to stand on 

"You can get me anywhere you want," he said. 

She laughed nervously and turned red again, even though he was just flirting. He was just a flirt. 

‘This chick really has to learn how to loosen up, he thought. 

She started measuring him - arms, waist, chest, legs. For some reason getting his measurements taken had 
never quite been so exciting. It was something about the way she was doing it. The way she was looking at him 
and touching him. Softly, affectionately, deliberately. Like she was really enjoying all of this and trying to hide it. 
She was squatting and measuring his inseam and she ran a hand lightly down his leg. He tried to avoid it but he 
started thinking of putting her to work while she was down there. She was probably nice-looking once you got 
her out of those clothes. And those glasses. He started to get a hard-on and he didn't want her to notice since 
she was freaked out enough by Tommy's fitting, so he grabbed her wrist and pulled her up. 

"These are awesome, where did you get them?" he asked, admiring her gold bracelets. 


They were thin and made of tiny connected stars. She had on six and they interlocked. 


"Paris," she said. 


"They're really cool. I've never seen anything like that.” 
"You can have some," she said, giving him three. 

"Really?" 

"Sure," she smiled. 

She had a charming smile. 

"Thanks," he smiled back. 

She got all awkward and went back to the measurements. 


As he'd suspected, he hadn't changed at all in size or weight, so no changes needed to be made. He thanked her 
and told her he'd see her around. She just smiled and blushed. He headed off to start shooting the new video. 


The Crew 


That day, nobody would eat lunch with Danielle. Not a single member of the crew would talk to her. The people 
from hair and makeup turned their noses up and walked away. The catering people pretended not to see her. 
The stagehands were curt as well. 

She chose her lunch from the picnic area and tried to sit in some of her usual spots and was told those seats 
were taken or she was just generally sneered at. She had broken the unwritten law of fraternizing with the 


band. Now she was shunned. 


She lost her appetite and as she was throwing her lunch away, about to leave the area, she heard a couple of 


girls talking about her. 

"Who cares? Since she's so important she can just go eat with Nikki." 

The other girl laughed. 

Staff and the Crue didn't mix. The boys ate backstage or in their own designated areas. 

"Yeah I'd like to see her do that.” 

"| bet she's fucking him." 

"Her?! | don't think he's desperate. And he'd have to be to crawl up under one of those Salvation Army skirts." 
"She must be a kiss-up then 

"Yeah well, | cant talk. l'd kiss Nikki's ass any day." 

| bet you would!" 


Annoyed, she headed back to Wardrobe to get ready for Vince's fitting after lunch. She was walking fast and 
not paying attention and she bumped right into Nikki 


"Whoa Where are you goin?" he asked. 
"| dunno." 


"What's the matter?" 


"Nothing. I'm on crew blacklist now, apparently. Nobody will speak to me." 


“That's shitty," he said. "You had lunch yet?" 

"No." 

"Come eat with us." 

Just the idea alone made her nervous enough to barf, but she couldn't say no, that would just be rude. And if 
she expected her goal of becoming Nikki's friend to ever come true, she would have to learn to eat with him 
sometime. 

"Okay," she said. 


"We'll see how the Hair and Makeup girls like that," he grinned. 


She broke a tiny smile. 


Late Night Visit 


Darielle did not say a word for the entire meal. Nor did she say much during any of the rest of the meals she 
had with them that week. Nikki kept inviting her, partly because he felt guilty that his talk with Melinda had 
gotten her ostracized, but mostly because he was determined to get her to come out of her shell. He did 
after a couple of days, but only around him. She started joking around with him and cracking jokes. She could 
be really funny. But then when they got around the guys she clammed up again 


Tommy had taken a liking to her, even though he never talked to her, he just talked to Nikki about her. He said 


she was nice but he still teased Nikki, saying he was secretly in love with her. 

"Her wool scarves make your dick hard, admit it," he laughed, Thursday after she'd left for Wardrobe. 
"She's a cool chick," Nikki said. "And she gave me bracelets." 

"She gave you bracelets?" 

Nikki held up his wrist. He'd gotten tons of compliments on them already. 

"Nice. Wait - she has claimed you!" 

"Whatever, she was just being nice -" 


"So she can get in your pants," Tommy finished. "I know girls, Nikki. Girls aren't nice. And they sure as hell 


aren't nice for no reason" 

"Vince," Nikki yelled. "Do you think Danielle is ugly?" 

"Who is Danielle?" he asked, coming over. 

"She was just here,” Nikki said. "The girl from Wardrobe." 


"Oh, the mute girl,” he said, and thought about it for a moment. "Yep. And she's fat, too. When you fuck her 


please use a condom. We don't need any more ugly fat bitches in the world. There's too fucking many as it is." 
"I am not going to fuck her!" he said, arms crossed. 
Vince laughed as if that were the funniest thing he'd ever heard Nikki say, and walked away. 


"You don't need that thrift shop pussy, Sixx," Tommy said. "Just think - tomorrow night you get to fuck 
AnaMaria DiMartino. You are the luckiest man on Earth." 


Just the thought of it made Nikki's stomach do belly flops. He had no idea how to prepare himself for this. He 
had thought very hard on what to wear and where to take her and what they should eat and what he should 
say. And, of course, how to get her in bed 


He wondered how hard it would be and what approach was likely to work best on her? One thing was for 
certain, if he failed, he would never forgive himself. After all, he had no idea if she would grant him a date 
number 2 with her. He had to go for the gold on the first shot. 

That night they were playing Germany and, Nikki, Vince and Tommy went to a strip club in the Red Light 
District to play with the girls. Around 3:00 Nikki got coke sick and fairly lethargic. He was so worked up about 
his date the following evening, he couldn't even enjoy himself. He skulked back home around 3:30 and tried to go 


to sleep even though he knew it was futile. 


He actually did pass out but only for about an hour. He lay there awake, wheels spinning. He needed to talk to 


someone. He needed advice. But everyone was still out having fun. Who would be in their room at that hour? 
Darielle. 
Yes, his sweet friend Dani. She would listen to his troubles. 


He got up and headed down to her room. 


Second Look 


She answered the door bleary-eyed without glasses, hair messed up and wearing a tiny tank top and some tiny 
shorts. He almost gasped when he saw the secret she was hiding under all those grandma sweaters. This chick 
had a perfectly flat stomach and huge boobs. Natural ones. Nikki almost asked to touch them, but figured he'd 
have to be less obvious with her. 

And Vince had said she was fat. The only place she was fat was in her bra. 


"Hi," she said, rubbing her eyes and smoothing her hair. 


Nikki smiled. Something about a woman when they just woke up and their voices were all husky made him so 


happy. 
"Hi. Were you asleep?" he asked, even though he knew she was. 
"No," she said, even though he knew she was. "Come in" 


He walked in, still in awe of how hot she could be. She closed the door and stood there against it, looking at him 
expectantly. She thought he'd tell her what he wanted. 


He gave her ‘the look’ and approached her, putting his hands on her hips. 
"What are you doing?" 

"Just looking,” he said. 

"You're also touching.” 

‘Mmm hmmm." 

"Nikki, what do you want?" 

"You," he said. 

She laughed. 

"Stop kidding around." 

"lim not kidding,” he said, leaning in to kiss her. 


She pushed him back. 


"Nikki!" 

"What?" he asked, giving her one of his famous sexy looks. 
"What's goin on with you?" 

"Nothing. Can | kiss you?" 

"No." 

"Why?" 

"Because.| just wanna be friends." 

"Huh?" 


That did not compute. Was he turning into Frank Ferrana again? The last time he'd heard that sentence was in 
Junior High. 


"You heard me. Now, it's late, so tell me what you came down for." 

"| don't remember. Give me one kiss," he persisted. 

"No. Nikkil" she scolded, putting on a robe. "I am not one of your little groupies.” 
| never thought that you were." 

"Yeah well, it's just that, we've been hanging out a lot over this last week and.! thought we were friends." 
"We are. But friends kiss." 

"No they don't. C'mon, back to your room," she said, taking him by the arm. 
"But l'm wired, | can't sleep," he whined. 

"Don't you have a major photo shoot in the morning?" 

"Yeah." 

"Then don't you need to go get your beauty rest so you can be all pretty?" 


"But | look better after sex, which is why | need you to help me out." 


"And how many girls have ‘helped you out tonight?" 

"None. | was waiting for you." 

"Cute. C'mon tell me the truth." 

‘Seriously, none. l'm starting to think I'm losin it or something." 

"Yeah Nikki you've totally let yourself go," she said, sarcastically. 

"Maybe. | mean you don't even wanna kiss me." 

‘| just wanna be your friend!" 

"Why?" 

"Because | think you're nice.” 

There was one Nikki had not heard before. Girls had called him many things lately but nice had not been one of 
them. Usually it was self-absorbed, untrustworthy, two-timing asshole. A girl who actually thought he was 
nice? It was unheard of. But maybe he had been nice to her. He was nice! It felt nice to be thought of as nice. 
‘If you cant sleep, let's go for a walk," she said. "You can tell me whatever it is that's on your mind." 

"How do you know something's on my mind?" 

"It's been kinda obvious this whole week." 

"Well, | have a date tomorrow night with AnaMaria DiMartino." 

"Wow." 

"Yeah. And I'm kinda nervous about it" 

I'm sure you'll have a great time," she said. 

‘Im just kinda worried that maybe she won't be into me." 


"She will be." 


"How do you know?" 


"You're fun to be around" 
"Thanks." 


"Cmon. Let's walk and talk," she said, pulling on some jeans. 


